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coming towards me in the far distance.
They were carrying a banner which bellied
out as I passed. It was entangled in the
bonnet of the car. We did not stop, we
would not have stopped if a couple of
elephants had confronted us. The tune sang
in my ears, the mad impulse tugged at my
heart. We drew up at the door of Queen
Anne's Chambers, like the Greek runner who
brought the news and died. The bonnet of
the car was still enwrapped in a banner
which demanded 'Stop the War'. Madness
and treachery! I tore it off, and went into
the building. For me the War had begun.
To have lived through a great war as a
civilian is a vivid and abominable experience.
Others go across the sea, disappearing noise-
lessly into dark. Perhaps, as some war-
books testify, they leap into cleanness; per-
haps, as many more, they tumble face fore-
most into the mud where the hogs have
been. But whichever way it is with them
they have action; they are in the presence
of the undeniable fact. They do not hear
rumours, repeat terrified and terrifying
gossip, or live like cottagers on a lonely moor
before the printing press split the dark. This
is the civilian state. The first casualty in
every war is truth, and with the death of
truth the Middle Age returns. The General
and the Cabinet Minister, each in his
place, lie persistently, unremittingly and